| Wanna Touch U 


Author: Neverxlettingxgo 

Bands: Def Leppard 

Characters: Joe Elliott, Rick Savage 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Thu Apr 13 2017 15:05:42 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


One 


Author's Notes: 
Every time | listen to "| Wanna Touch U" by DL, | tell myself "I need to write a fic!" so this is where it came 
from. Poorly-written PWP. Please enjoy! 


"Don't move, Joe." 
"You really think | can move?" 


"Oh, fuck off" Sav stares down at Joe from his position on the bed. Straddling his waist, Sav's still got his 
boxers on while Joe's completely naked. And his wrists are tied to the bedpost. 


"What got you like this? | thought you hated kinks," Joe asks, yanking a bit on the scarves Sav used. Joe had 
immediately tried to get loose, but Sav had a knack for making sure the knots were completely tight. 


"| do. But you're so handsy.. 


"When was that a bad thing?" 
"It is today. Now shut up." Sav leans down to shut Joe up himself with his lips. They kiss sloppily, Joe 
unaccustomed to being held back, while Sav's not used to being the dominant one. Sav breaks away and kisses 


down Joe's neck, making sure to bite down in a few spots just to make him yelp. 


Sav slides down Joe's body, stopping at his thighs. He kisses up his legs, stopping just shy of Joe's cock. Joe 
whines, actually whines, and Sav knows he's officially become submissive. 


"Do something, Sav," Joe moans. Sav complies, sucking the head of Joe's cock before taking it into his mouth. 
Joe moans again. He's told Sav countless times how much he loves blowjobs from him, and Sav can already 
figure out what he's about to say next. 

"God, babe, you're so good" One. 

"Such a pretty mouth." Two. 

Fuck, Sav." Three. Sav stops before Joe has any time to say his fourth sentence, which is usually how he 
wants to fuck Sav into oblivion Sav sits up and grabs the bottle of lube he remembered to take out of his 
bag. 


"You can't do this to me," Joe whines, pulling at the knots again. Sav smirks. 


| can. Just you wait" Not bothering to warm up the lube, Sav covers Joe's hard cock in it, hearing a sharp 


hiss from him. Once he's good, Sav sits on his knees and slowly lowers himself onto Joe. 


"Fuck. Babe, you're so tight," Joe says. His bangs are matted against his forehead, his face slick with sweat. Sav 
lets himself settle, staring down at Joe, teasing him. 


"If | could touch you right now, I'd." Joe doesn't get to finish his sentence as Sav starts to move, getting into 


a rhythm quickly. Bassists have it easy. 
"What, Joe?" Sav's decided he likes being on top. He should do this more often 


| want to, fuck, | want to flip you over and pound into you." Sav quickens his pace, beginning to breathe 


heavier. 
"You what?" 
"| want to fuck." 


"Darling, you're already fucking me." Sav's doing this on purpose, and Joe's practically panting and seething at 
the same time. And Sav fucking loves it. 


"Sav, untie me!" 

"Why?" 

"Fuck, | want to touch youl" Sav grins, happy to finally hear what he wanted. He feels his orgasm approaching, 
and he rides him even faster, moaning when Joe's cock hits that spot right on. It tips him over the edge and 
he comes onto Joe's chest, practically screaming. He manages to untie Joe's wrists from the bed right before 


he falls. Joe catches him and quickly flips them over, just like he said he would. 


It only takes a few seconds before Joe's coming into Sav, groaning loudly. His hands are all over Say, all over 
his chest, his legs, his arms, his ass, his cock. Joe leans in and kisses Sav, and Sav kisses back with all the love 


he feels for his best friend. 


Joe eases himself out of Sav and lies down, letting Sav immediately curl up in his arms. He kisses the top of 


Sav's head, where his curls have gone flat. 


"You know, that would be a great song title," Joe says a few minutes later. Sav picks up his head, a puzzled 


look on his face. 

"What would?" Sav asks. 

"| Want To Touch You. Is that why you tied me up, you needed some new songs?" 
"No, | tied you up because you literally never stop touching me," Sav says. 


"What can | say? | wanna touch you. A little too much is never enough, no?" Joe says with a grin Sav kisses it 


off of him. 
"Yes, it is. Now, stop writing songs in your head and go to sleep." 
"Love you." 


"Love you too." Before falling asleep, Sav makes a mental note in his head to buy a gag before next time. 


Maybe Sav could actually have his way if Joe didn't talk so much. 


